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THE CALL

The river twists as the
Old man with the lame leg
Stands by the frothing water;
The open spaces between his teeth: pleading-



The call is clear and loud
but most have
Wax in their ears
and Mud in their pens
and that
Early morning fur on their tongues.

I have stood in the rain (unfiltered by smoke)
and the wax melted.

I have walked on the road (where there was no cement)
in the hot sun,
with the mud

Turning to dust.

I have faced the wind (where there were no. buildings)
and the wind

Cleared my tongue.

My ears hear the call,
loud and clear,
My tongue answers
loud and clear
And my pen writes
what they have asked to be written.

They, whose ears and pens and tongues are clear,
But are like the blind who perceive
but cannot see,
like the dumb who have the words
but cannot talk.
T heir pens have no ink,
T heir tongues have no words.

The river twists as the
Old man with the lame leg
Stands by the frothing water;
T he open spaces between his teeth: pleading-
The answer strikes his ears and
The river straightens.

— garon Parker




STAGNANT TRANSPLANT

After surveying the kitchen, basement, and backyard, her usual habitats,

I gave up the search. She was out — shopping again. That woman was
as addicted to shopping as an alcoholic to his booze,

Exasperated only for a moment with her shortcoming, I resignedly
ambled to the bay window in the living room. Peering down Plainfield
Avenue, I caught sight of her portly figure wrapped in a drab green coat,
shabby from wear. She snailed down the street, trucking her shopping
bags. Her arms, actually stretched from hard, manual labor, hung much

too long for her squatty body. Her gloveless hands glowed pink from the
winter wind.

Soon she rapped on the door, and I opened it abruptly; the figure in
green stumbled in. She was the picture of practicality — her flower-printed
babushka bunched under the chin for warmth. Her cold hands passed the

twelve-pound shopping bags to me, and she manage to blubber, ““I so tire,”
in her thick Ukranian dialect.

Knowing she wouldn’t, I said, “Sit down, Mama, please. Rest 2
minute.” But all too soon the belligerent words escaped me, “What did you
buy this time, Mama?”’



Ignoring my last query, she murmured, “Ah, I so tire, but I don’t
got time to rest. I rest nuf when dey put me in grave.”” Finally answering
me, she sputtered, ‘“Never you mine. I buy what we need.” Motioning
toward the bag, Mama said apologetically, ‘“Look in dere. I got you couple
pair socks.”

Shrugging my shoulders, I managed, “Thanks, Mama.” I already
had thirty-three pairs, but it never would accomplish anything by telling
her this. Leaving her to clean her kitchen the right way, I trudged upstairs
to add my new socks to the collection. Returning an hour later, I found
her room immaculate. And Mama was out again — this time at the
side of the garage burning the papers that had covered our groceries. Her
large stomach protruded under Dad’s plaid sport shirt. She held a cigarette
close to her side, and I smile, amused and saddened. Mama was sneaking
again. She thopght it immoral to smoke, and she wouldn’t smoke before
her family — or anyone. I imagined her horror in knowing that all but
Dad shared her secret.

Dragging her feet in tired effort, she entered the house via the back
door. Swiftly extracting a stick of Dentine from the cupboard, she began
to chew frantically. “What you want for deener, Helen,” Mama began
hurriedly. “How about kapusta and cabasa, you don’t get dat at school.”

I agreed with an “Okay’” when the familiar blast of Dad’s horn an-
nounced his arrival. He was early for a change. What had happened? I
answered the door, still wondering.

Before I realized what was happening, Dad and some unexpected
Visitors, Mr. and Mrs. Howard Alton, were entering our unfashionably
mediocre house. Dad seemed appalled and then grimaced as he usually
did when Mama greeted her guests smiling and unconcerned about wearing
his old pants cinched at the waist with a necktie.

Almost immediately, Mama made the Altons comfortable before the
television set, providing pretzels, potato chips, and an offer of Coca Cola.
The soft drink offer wasn’t at all successful, and fortunately Dad came to
the rescue with some potent martinis. Then, ever naive, Mama excused
herself to change into more appropriate clothes; Dad had given her the
Sign. Shortly, she returned wearing a bright turquoise faille dress with a
SWeetheart neckline and two gaudy rhinestone broaches. Her smile glowed
the confidence that she felt. On being complimented for her fine taste by

rs. Alton, Mama gushed, “‘I sent for dis trough catalogue. I was down-
town to Sears and Wards, but I don’t find nuting, so I order it. I can’
dial on telephone, but I call lady, an she help me. So nice people, that
ladY." Excited and nervous about relating the episode and impressing the



Altons, Mama began to laugh, “Ka,K-k-k-k-ka,”” like a hen. Dad’s brows
met and he bit his lips white. Our guests flushed, laughed mildly, and
turned away. I closed my eyes and damned her, silently.

Our friends were to stay for dinner. Dad had invited them. But
they developed headaches and had to leave early. In all, we had survived
forty-five minutes of reciprocal torture.

As the Altons drove out of sight, Dad turned to Mama and stared
coldly. ““Oh, Mama,” I whined and turned my back to her so she wouldn't
see my tears of shame. The three of us stood in the living room immobile.
Only Mama’s face was animated; her forehead was wrinkled into a frown.
She appeared to be asking if all this silence were her fault. Unable to play
God any longer, I forgave her and held her close. She could have been so
happy — this simple creature — on a farm, near Nature. Yet this poor
woman’s lot was relentless condemnation because she lacked formal educa-
tion and knowledge of the social graces.

Surreptitiously I glanced at Dad. His anger, though partially con-
trolled, had not subsided. He finally shouted at Mama, “Do ya always
have to parade around the house in my pants? What’s the matter? Don’t
I give ya enough dough to buy your own clothes? . . . And did ya have
to offer Howie a Coke? Ya know he drinks like a fish. Ya want him to
think I'm a Christian Scientist or somethin’? And will ya shut yer mouth
till ya learn how to laugh, please? I don’t like ya sounding like ya just
laid half-a-dozen eggs.”” He added with a flourish, “For Chris’ sake, I'm
sick a yer ignorance,” and plopped his bulky frame into the fat man’s
special, a lean-back chair with an attached ottoman.

Mama’s eyes were glassy with unreleased tears, but she shouted her
rebuttal with equal vehemence. ‘“Everybody too smart ‘round here. Kids
go to colletch and come home to torture muder. You tink I'm dumb, but
you not so smart youself. You be sorry someday. Wait an see. All I'm
good for is wash an iron. You be sorry when yer ‘nigger’ not here tO
clean up for you no more.” Her loud cries were muffled into soft sobs by
her big hands. Her cheeks were glazed with tears that tobogganed the
wrinkles of her face.

“Mama,” I tried weakly. To myself I said, “Hell, not this again-
Mama, no one takes you for a fool . . . How many times have I told yot
not to do my washing?’’ By this time my hands waved wildly, and my
voice rose to a shout. “I bring it home to do myself. I'm capable. You
wake up at 6:00 a.m., wash my things, iron 'em, and by 9:00 a.m. you'ré
on my neck about the favors you're doing for me. Stop doing my works
and stop complaining. I'm sick of your harping.”



Now it was her turn to storm. Her face became pale and then red
from her fleshy neck to the ugly mole at her right temple. “Don’t sass me,
kid! Is dat what dey teach you in colletch? I know you tink I'm dumb.
I don’t have no chance for school like you. I work for my bread since I
was seven.”’ She was trembling, even audibly.

What could I say to her? I love you? You're not dumb? Don't
cry, Mama? They were all such empty words. I had repeated them without
conviction so many times before. Dad and I had been ashamed of her again.
That was it in a word. We would gladly have disowned her as wife and
mother tonight and many times in the past.

Where did she go? So busy with myself, I had forgotten about her.
I ran to the window. Peering down Plainfield Avenue, I saw the drab
green coat and two empty shopping bags waving in the winter wind.

— Suzanne Kohut




One, two,

Buy it new,

T hree, four,

Buy some more,
Five, six,

Buy for kicks,
Seven, eight,

Don’t buy late,
Nine, ten

Makes mod-ren men.

NURSERY RHYMES
FOR THE MOD-REN CHILD

Let’s dose the baby-o:
Vitamin drops,

Calcium pulls,

Hay fever shots,

To cure his ills.

Sunday school

In a mod-ren church

So industrial age

Won’t leave him in the lurch
Readers’ Digest

In every class
To make him grow up
A mod-ren ass.

— Jill Huntley
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SYMPATICO

Two tiny faces peered at him from within twin amber globes. Two
slender-cheeked, brown-eyed faces. Then they splintered apart as Tinka
blinked her eyes. Chris ran his finger over the cat’s whiskers as though he
Were playing a harp. Her nostrils winged out in annoyance. Heavy and
Warm, Tinka sprawled on his chest, her striped body limp with contentment.
Putting the tip of his nose against her moist one, Chris gazed into golden
eyes, trying to see back into her thoughts. Suddenly the slap-slap of
loose-fitting shoes coming down the hall shattered their silent conversation.

“Hi, Chris.”

Dressed in her usual costume of tight black pants, white shirt, flat
shoes, and blue poplin jacket, Anne looked too young to be his big brother’s
Wwife. Chris liked Anne. She was nicer than either ‘a sister or an aunt
because she treated him like an adult. When she was with him she was
always happy and gay. Today, though, Anne looked upset and thoughtful.

“What does Tinka say today?”’ This was the opening sentence of
their secret talks, heard and shared by no one but them.

“Oh, she’s been thinking about your goldfish. Says they look pretty
good.”

Anne would come to Tinka now, and stroke her throbbing sides.
Then she would ask the cat her thought of the day while Chris interpreted
the rhythmic purrs and mews.

But rather than continue their game, Anne walked to the farthest
Corner of the room, her back to Chris.

Tinka sat up, and tried to strike a queenly pose on the slippery
Quilt. She hated spending every day in bed as much as Chris had hated
' those first few days in the hospital after the accident. Chris hadn’t
Wanted to stay in bed when he wasn’t hurt nor had he liked not being
allowed to see Ronnie who was in the room next to his.

— 1] =




Now that he was home, and would be back in school soon, his mother
had let him make his bed on the cushion-covered window seat in her sewing
room. ‘“You’'ll just love it here,” she had said. Well, he didn’t like it at
all. His few books had been read, he’d colored twenty-million pictures,
and he was tired of being told what to do. His mother, his brother, and
Anne could go to the hospital every day to see Ronnie, but he had to
stay home. In fact, he could tell that Anne had just come from visiting
his friend.

“Did you see Ronnie?”’

Anne had moved to the window at the end of his make-shift bed.
Jingling a set of car keys in her jacket pocket, she gazed in silence through
fluttering curtains. At the sound of his questioning tone, all of her muscles
jumped.

“See him? Oh. Well, yes. I saw him.”

Suddenly she twisted around, and flopped onto the squashy cushions
at his feet. The afternoon sunlight filtering through the bay window was
warm, but a shiver twitched Anne’s body.

Her hands wouldn’t lie still. She picked at the threads of her pocket,
then ran her fingers up and down the knees of her pants.

“Chris?”’

Tinka's head turned toward Anne at the harsh note in her voice.
Returning her amber gaze to Chris, she questioned him with her eyes. He
nodded to show that everything was all right.

Leaning toward him, Anne tried to hold his thoughts with hers.
“Chris,” she repeated. “You've started second grade, haven't you?”

What a silly question. Was Anne getting as stupid as the rest of
the grown-ups in his life?

v “T'll bet you've learned a lot of things. I mean, about the world,
and things like that.”

Chris could feel the points of Tinka’s claws through his pajama top
as she kneaded her paws impatiently. This sort of foolishness always upset
her.

“Sure. Our reading book has all kinds of stories in it. And ouf
science book tells about rain, and grass, and how to grow plants. Ronni¢
told me. He reads ahead, and he says he’s going to show me how to read
fast, too.

Anne bit her lip. Her eyes looked dark and deep.
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“Now, Chris. In those books there are all kinds of -happy stories.
Everyone always gets what he wants, and no one is ever sad in the end,
isn’t that right?”

“I guess so. I haven't read all the stories. yet. They might have read
some while I was gone, though.”

“Well, MOST of the stories are like that. But they’re only stories,
Chris. Sometimes in real life things aren’t always so nice.”

““THESE stories are about real life. My teacher says so.”

Anne pressed her hand over her eyes, then rubbed her palm back
and forth across the nape of her neck. She seemed to be thinking thoughts
Chris could never understand. Standing, she poked her hands in her jacket
Pockets as she stared at the floor. Chris sat quietly and waited. He didn’t
like to see her upset, but how could he help her when she wouldn’t say
What she thought.

Tinka waited, too, but her tail was lashing. She didn’t like grown-
Ups; didn’t trust them, though Chris had told her again and again that she
Must be patient with them.

Finally Anne looked up. A forced smile was trying to bend her lips.

urning to a straight-backed rocking chair, Anne pulled it close to the

Window seat where Chris lay on mounds of bright cushions. She perched
°n the low seat, clasped hands between knees straining at their covering.

“You and I usually understand each other Chris, but today we're
aving trouble. Maybe it's because I'm trying to tell you something you're
too young to understand. You will try, won’t you, to make sense of
What I'm going to say?”

Chris nodded. At last she was getting ready to say something. Good.
Was beginning to get bored.

He

“Do you remember Johnnie? Remember, he visited here for a while,
30d then went away and never came back? And do you remember that
SPotted puppy who lived under the porch for a few days, then disappeared?’’

He didn’t remember, but he slowly bobbed his head to please Anne.
i‘le Was starting to feel like a puppet. His glance fell to her hands, squeezing
Ofether tighter and tighter.

“Well, Chris, in our real life, in our really-real life, people often go
Y and never come back. They live with us for years and years, and
®0 they go away.”

Aw,
th

- 18




This was beginning to sound like the start of a good story. He hoped
that it would be interesting.

“Why do they go away?”

Anne’s bones seemed to dissolve for a moment. Then, sighing, she
shook her head rapidly, and leaned forward, her hands spread in an at-
titude of explanation. Her voice sounded low and controlled like his
mother’s when she was angry.

“They go away because they have to. They go because someone tells
them to. I mean, not someONE, but someTHING. They're old or sick
or something happens, and well, they just ...” She struggled for words,
her hands and face in motion. ‘“Let me say it this way. What would
happen if Tinka went away, and you never saw her again?”’

Chris glanced at Tinka whose ears had jerked forward at the sound
of her name. Crouched on his chest, whiskers quivering, she looked like a |
pale tiger about to leap at Anne’s throat. Before she could pounce, Chris
thumped her tensing haunches. Twisting her neck, she glared back at |
him. With his hazel eyes that looked so much like the cat’s, Chris cautioned |
her. After a pause, Tinka sank back onto his chest. Chin on paws, long
tail curled about her, she was innocence itself.

“Why would she go away? She likes me.”

Chris had never seen Anne with this far away look in her eyes before.
He almost felt like laughing at her confused expression.

“You see, Chris, she wouldn’'t WANT to leave, but she’d have to:
Do you understand?”’

Understand. Understand. What was all this business about under”
standing? It was true that other grown-ups thought people his age couldn’t
understand anything, but Anne had been different. She had always know?
that he could make as much sense of his own world as an adult could ©
his. There wasn’'t much he didn’t know. For the past few days he ba
been listening to the conversations swirling about him. He had heard the®
whispering and whispering about Ronnie. Maybe they felt he was t0°
little to think about anything except school work and games, but they
were wrong, as usual.

Anne waited for his reply. She looked as though she might staft
pacing around the room.

“Do you know what I mean, Chris? Do you know what I mea?
about Tinka’'s leaving?”’

Anne seemed different suddenly. She was no longer a member of i

ke



secret world, but an adult; a stranger. It was too bad because they had
enjoyed each other. But now that she had changed, their little game of
“what are you trying to say’’ would be easier for him to play. He was
finding it harder and harder to keep from srgiling.

“Why would Tinka go away? Let's see. Well, I don’t know. Could
it be because she would get mad at me?"’ It was fun, this playing cat-and-
mouse.

“Is that the only answer you can give me? I don’t think you're even
listening.” Her cheeks were becoming streaked with splotches of red as
she grew more and more angry.

Chris looked at Tinka. With eyes widened into rounded mirrors, the
cat appeared ready to burst into laughter. “Poor adult”, she seemed to
say. “If you don’t get what you want you lose control. Too bad you
can’t be calm like Chris and me. Between the two of us we know more
about life than you'll ever learn.”

“Are you listening?”’

Chris turned to Anne. “I hear you. You've been talking about
Johnnie and a puppy and Tinka, but mostly about Ronnie. Are you
going to tell me a story about Ronnie?”

“Do you really think I've been telling you a story all this time?"’
*Nes.™

Her face crumpled. Tears rose up from her lower lids.

“Oh, Chris. Can’t you see what I'm trying to say?”’ It was a moan.
“Don't you know what I mean? How can I tell you about Ronnie’s
belng ... about his being ... How can I tell you?"

Elbows propped on knees, forehead cupped in hands, Anne was as
helpless as any adult.

- Chris wished she would go away. Continuing the game she had first

Wterupted, he drew the cat’s face close to his own. He could see his eyes

teflected in Tinka’s. Both pairs were golden trimmed with black; both

Pairs were glowing with sparks of boredom and contempt. Let’s end this

Stupid conversation, Tinka almost said. Chris’s lashes flickered in agreement.
Xpressionless, he looked at Anne.

B “Tell me about Ronnie’s dying, you mean? Oh, I know about that,”
€ said, and turned back to the wisdom smirking in Tinka's eyes.

—Dee-1)Isa
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THE APOCRYPHAL

Shades of green flood the grayness,
Flood the grayness.

Lean Jack with his flat glass
Surveys the subtle tome
Smiling smugly at words in bold face.

T helma—poured-in-gores,

Swings her leg in time to Kenton artistry
Sipping hoggishly

Specious truths about.

Hooded, bearded, tonged Sidney
Shorted by a third dimension
Breathes heavily—

etting wine-pot fumes
Destroy the world he makes.

Bespectacled in plastic masks,

The youngish pedagogue

Expounds freshly-read Joyce,
Eulogizes shapeless, artless sculps,
Sits entranced by strains of “1812,”
Practices proficiently euphues.

Cigarette hanging from thin lips,

Sunken eyes staring at the blankness of the bar,

The witch in tights sits pensively—head on knees.
Existentialism-Dostoyevsky to Sartre closed beside her—

Cover burned by an indifferent ash.
Swirling fast on the stool,
She wraps her leg about a Negro drummer.

Slowly, sporadically, the drum emits sounds.

The Negro keeps unconscious thythm—

“Bu-ba, bu-ba, bu-ba, bu-ba,”

His thick, black lips “bu-ba,” disclosing pink gums,
White, laughing teeth, widely spaced.

Big feet—primitive in their healthy glow—

Slap the floor singly,

Then with the blonde—toe to toe.

Withered gray-beard, bunched in baggy pants,
Bought from the blue-capped lady in an old shop
For a smile,

Shuffles about the den—observing

With faded eyes.

Seeing Black Jack, Thelma, Sidney

The pedagogue, existentialist, Negro,

He mocks the timeless smile of the Sphinx—
“Gimme a shot, Harry,” his behest.

— Suzanne Kohut
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EBB TIDE

You were like a carefree wave running wildly in the
sea of life. You rested a while in the shore of

my arms and then disappeared, leaving only a trace
of sorrows in the sand of my heart.

— Helen Lasseville

THE WALK

A long while passed as the girl stood on the sandy shore. Up abov¢ |
the gulls dipped and swooped and soared. The shadows of their moving
bodies cast lacy patterns on the sand. She pretended to watch a single wavé
from the time it appeared on the horizon till it lapped at her feet, a tiny
ripple. For all that long while she stood there alone; she always stood alon®
He had gone a long time before.
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